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"But where does George come in?1' said Mr. Smeeth,
who did not care what happened in the car-stealing
world, but cared a great deal about his son.
"Oh, that's nothing. He worked there, see, and was
there when the car went into the garage, and so on.
We've nothing against him, of course. He'll only be
asked to say what he saw."
"Thank goodness for that! You gave me a fright, I
can tell you, sergeant. I don't mean by that, mind you,
that I thought for a minute my boy'd be mixed up in
anything dishonest. I don't see as much of him as I
ought these days, and he just goes his own way, but I
know the boy's as straight as you like."
'Til bet he is," said Sergeant Gailey, with a certain
forced heartiness, which he immediately dropped for a
more serious, cautionary tone. "But, all the same, Mr.
Smeeth, he ought to have told you, you know. And
another thing. You get him away from that garage and
that chap Barrett. He's in bad company there. Doesn't
matter if Barrett walks out of that court next Tuesday
with the case against him in bits; never mind about that;
you get your boy out of it and away from that chap. If
we can't prove it this time, we'll prove it next time, and
there always is a next time with those cocky birds. I
wouldn't let a boy of mine put his nose in a dump like
that."
"Don't you worry about that, sergeant," cried Mr.
Smeeth, his voice trembling with excitement. "George
doesn't stay there another day. I should think not! And
I'm very much obliged to you for telling me, sergeant,
very much obliged."
'That's all right, Mr. Smeeth. Thought you ought to
know. Which way you going now?"

